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Twas a dark and rainy 
night, in the City of 
Corwyn. The V#*A 

Tower stood seemingly 
alone, in the dense fog 
that had rolled in 
from the shore, not 
far away. The Elder, 
Asland had called us 
together on this night 
to strengthen our 
bonds. Little did we 
know, that one of our 
own had turned 

against us. 


I sat there in the 
corner, drinking an 
Ale that Jarred had 
brewed for us. It's 
taste was a bit odd, but 
he had never let us 
down before. Asland 
spoke of many things 
that night, I remember 
his voice well, strong 
and sure of the 
future. He spoke of 


his pupal Gabrielle 
Lore, who had moved 
into the Survival Shop. 
He spoke of how she 
still does not recall 
much, but she seems 

to feel at home there. 
When I ask about her 
he says only that he 
found her on a beach 
in the New Lands, 
washed up from a 

ship wreak, the only 
survivor. I watched 
him stand there in 
front of the fire 
speaking to us all. The 
warmth of the fire 
felt warm against my 
skin. It was at this 
time, I noticed Donna 
started to stir from 
her corner. Odd for 
her to move much at 
all, unless there was 
ill about. She moved 
over to the door in an 
almost staggering 

way. ‘Twas then I felt 
that something was 
happening that would 
change us forever. 
Jarred stood and moved 
to help Donna. He 
crossed the room 
slowly and helped her 
to the door. Helping 
her stand he motioned 
to open the door and let 
in some fresh air. 
Asland looked 
concerned at this 
point. ‘Twas not 
normal for her to be 
ill. But by then it was 
too late. I remember 
Jarred reaching for 
the nob of the door. 
It was as if the world 


had slowed down. The 
cloth of his shirt 
pulled tight as his 
arm, extended to the 
handle. As the door 
began to open, a feeling 
of dread washed over 
the room as three 
Wraiths were seen 
outside the door. Donna 
stepped out onto the 
steps of the tower in 
an almost drunken 
wobble. I will never 
forget how quickly 
they moved against 
her. Before we knew 
what was going on 
Jarred had betrayed 
us. Our doors were 
open and the Wraith's 
cooded in like the 
waves on the shore. 


Asland called the 
signal to regroup on 
the roof where we 
would stand our 
ground. As I stood, I 
could feel the effects 
of a poison in my 
body. It was the Ale. I 
remember thinking 

we were doomed. At 

the half way mark up 
the stairs I stumbled 
and fell short. I 
remember the large 
hands of Jobe,as he 
lifted me up and all 
but tossed me to the 
next level, away from 
the Wraith known as 
Braxis. 


The ‘Lord of Decay' 
struck Jobe with the 
force of ten men. Yet 
Jobe stood and held the 


passage so none would 
pass. I remember 
watching him stretch 
out his huge arms 
blocking even the 
smaller Wraith from 
proceeding. 

That is the last I saw 
of him. Jobe gave us 
enough time to reach 
the roof, but to no 
avail. 

The Dark Prophet was 
already there. How, I 
do not know. He stood 
there with his Dark 
Minion. 

Asland, seeing that 
most of the others had 
fallen, opened a portal 
to safety. As the 
Wraith began to 
assault us again, 
Asland quickly 
constructed an energy 
field to block them, 
giving us the time we 
needed to reach the 
portal. I can still hear 
the field crumbling as 
I was transported to 
PaxLair. Asland was 
not seen coming 
through. He gave his 
life so that the Wraith 
could not follow us 
again. 


Being all that 
remained, I called the 
Stone to the Survival 
Shop and placed it 
there. Our new home. 
Our old home. 
Gabrielle looked up 
from her work with 
tears in her face. She 
seemed to know what 
had happened. I 


walked over to her and 
said, "Fear not, 
Gabrielle, we will 
rebuild, we will 
return.” 

Her eyes, full of 
tears, looked up at me 
and the emotion within 
her spoke volumes. 

Her words rang deep 
into my heart, and 
lingered there ever 
more... 

"Asland did not come... 
What now? Who will 
lead us now ?” 


Indeed. What now? 


We tended to our 
wounded, Abberoth, 
Serick, Crystal. Most 
made it thanks to Jobe 
and Asland for giving 
us enough time. The 
speed of the assault 
was all but a blur. The 
only image I can still 
see to this day, is 
Asland standing at the 
portal being sure we 
all made it. 


I sit here behind the 
bar now, I cannot help 
but feel the lose of my 
strength. With our 
Tower gone and most 

of our wealth taken, 
we now must rebuild. 
My brothers and 
Sisters look to me. 
Thus I will start down 
the journey once 
traveled by the 
founders of the Veiled 
Alliance. Tis’ a long 
road, and the shoes to 
fill are big. But the 


future is not yet 
written. What now? 


Indeed... 


What now........ 


